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Intended it, I fancied, to be melancholy-ironical We got under way
at three o'clock, and I watched Tonga receding with mixed feelings.
It had not been very kind to me in this, my third visit, but I owed the
little country so much that I felt far from shaking off its grass seed
with hatred. As it faded to a cloud in the evening light the lotus charm
of the South Seas went with it. It passed like a dream, grew fainter,
and I was again in the day with a day's work before me.
Many years have passed since then, but it is a satisfaction to me to
know that the Protectorate that I negotiated has worked admirably
and that Tonga has been comparatively free from the internal
upheavals that have beset so many other countries.